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	1. A Lawyer's Soul

Title: A Lawyer's Soul  
>Category: Angel Fics<br>Rating: PG-13 (Possibly scary for little kids. Like the Lion King)  
>Time Frame: Takes place during "Blind Date"<br>Summary: Lindsey's not ALL bad.   
>Disclaimer: Lindsey est no mine. I wish he were, because I would have lots of fun with him. Angel, too. <br>PS: My first real Non-Jane thing. Wish me luck.  
>Oh, and send me feedback: Crystal@SunnydaleHigh.zzn.com<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
><br>Lindsey stood with Holland, listening to what his superior had to say. He really wasn't paying much attention until something Holland said caught his ear.  
><br>"...I don't think she had a happy childhood."   
><br>Yeah, well who did? Lindsey started listening again. "Sir?"  
><br>"Our blind friend, Vanessa. I think she was terribly abused growing up. I think the details of that are tragic and shockingly specific, and I think you should create them, sooner rather than later."   
><br>Ahh... I get it now."She is going to do something else that may require a strong defense."   
><br>Holland shrugged. "Strong defense - alibis - creative alternatives to incarceration. - She is an invaluable tool to some of our most valuable clients and we can't risk losing her."   
><br>No matter how unerveing she may be."What's she gonna do?"   
><br>"There is some children arriving. They pose a threat," Holland said, almost blase.  
><br>Lindsey almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. "Some children?"   
><br>Holland looking at him, sizing him up. "Is this too shocking for you?"   
><br>Yes! Of course, you sick bastard. These are children for God's sake. Innocent little children that you're sending this self-mutilating freak after. Lindsey want to scream that at the top of his lungs, but he knew he couldn't. The job was more important than his morals... for now. "I'm just thinking it might be for a jury."   
><br>Holland nodded. "Which is why I'm thinking her terrible, terrible childhood drove her to it. - Not guilty by reason of insanity. Of course the odds of her getting caught again are pretty slim."   
><br>Lindsey paused. "Who- who are these children?"   
><br>"It's best we know only what we need to - without forgetting the important part we play in the greater whole." Hollland patted Lindsey on the shoulder and began to leave. "I'm sure you're gonna want to get right on it."   
><br>Holland walked out, leaving Lindsey staring out the window. I can't do this anymore. I can't live like this. What am I going to do?  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey left work that night and didn't go straight home. He couldn't. He felt so dirty after working on that case. He just drove around aimlessly and suddenly found himself outside the offices of Angel Investigations. After a good half an hour of sitting in his car, he finally decided to go in.   
><br>He walked in, interrupting something, he could tell. The three of them looked at him as he walked through the door, hatred stemming from every one of them. He wished he could tell them that he wasn't like the others, wasn't as bad as they thought he was. Wished he could just explain everything to them all.  
><br>He stood in the doorway, looking at the vampire, sitting in a chair. "I need your help."   
><br>Angel looked at his, disbelieving. "What do you mean?"   
><br>Lindsey swallowed hard. "I want out."   
><br>The shock on the other two faces was visible, but the vampire's, Angel's expression changed not a bit. He stared at Lindsey for a moment, then got up, leading him to an office.  
><br>The office door closed and Angel turned to Lindsey. From the vampire's silence, he could tell that he was skeptical. "You probably think this is some kind of trick."   
><br>Angel turned to him. "Are you afraid of me, Lindsey? - You think maybe I might kill you?"   
><br>You're a vampire, what do you think?"No," he lied.  
><br>"I'm smelling a whole lot of fear - big - stinky - mortal - terror. So, no, I don't think this is a trick - I think it's a big joke."  
><br>Lindsey wasn't in the mood for games. "Hey, I don't want to be here anymore than you want to see me. But I don't have a choice."   
><br>"You always have a choice. I mean, you sold your soul for a fifth-floor office and a company car."   
><br>You think you know so much. Smug, son-of-a-bitch. "You think you've got me all figured out? You think you know everything about me?"   
><br>"Everything I need to know."   
><br>"What was your father? He was a merchant, right? Linen and silk? Did pretty well? Had a couple of servants until you killed them?"   
><br>Angel almost smirked. "Just the one."   
><br>Hmm. You're correcting me about the number of servants you killed and you say I'm the heartless one? "Well, our files aren't 100 percent, - but I guess it's fair to say that - you've never seen anything like real poverty. I'm talking dirt poor - no shoes - no toilet. Six of us kids in a room, and come flu season... it was down to four. I was seven when they took the house. They just came right in and took it. And my daddy is being nice, you know? Joking with the bastards while he signs the deed. Yeah, so we had a choice. Either you got stepped on or you got to stepping and I swore to myself that I was not going to be the guy standing there with the stupid grin on my face - while my life got dribbled out..."   
><br>Angel yawned. "I'm sorry. I nodded off. Did you get to the part where you're evil?"   
><br>You bastard. If you weren't a vampire, I would beat the living shit out of you for insulting me and my entire family like that. He let it go and moved on. "I found out about a job. The blind woman. Vanessa Brewer. Your friend from court."   
><br>"That you got off." Angel corrected.  
><br>"There is a new contract."   
><br>"Why don't we just save the lawyer talk?"   
><br>Lindsey paused a moment. Just talking about it made him sick to his stomach. "She's gonna kill some kids. I've worked some pretty hairy deals, comes with the turf, but this..."   
><br>That got the vampire interested. Lindsey told him the specifics as far as he knew, ready to cooperate... until Angel tried to get him to go back. Obviously the vampire didn't comprehend was Wolfram and Hart was. "I go back there, they're gonna kill me."  
><br>"That's what we call an acceptable risk." Lindsey assumed that was the vampire's idea of a joke, but he didn't find it funny. Angel continued. "You're panicking right now. You can't believe how bad you let things get. That's not change. You have to make a decision to change. That's something you do by yourself. Most people - they never do."   
><br>You can't even comprehend how much I've changed. "If I get myself killed, that'll convince you that I've changed."   
><br>"It's a start."  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey stayed there through the night, making plans with Angel and his team to get the files out of Wolfram and Hart. Then he headed for home.  
><br>Around noon, he unlocked the door to his apartment and walked in to find a young girl sitting on the couch, a phone book on her lap. She stopped what she was doing at the door opened. When she saw it was Lindsey, she exhaled deeply and ran to him, wrapping her arms around him.  
><br>"Where were you? I was worried. I couldn't find you and you weren't answering your cell phone."  
><br>Lindsey patted her on the head and hugged her in return. "I'm fine. I was working late."  
><br>She let him go as he walked toward the kitchen. She followed. "No, you weren't."  
><br>Lindsey took a soda out of the refridgerator and opened it. "What do you mean?"  
><br>She stood in front of him. "I mean, I called the office and they said that you had left at six o'clock last night. So where have you been for the past eighteen hours?"  
><br>Lindsey chuckled slightly as he took off his tie and jacket and walked to the living room. "What are you, Karen? Mom?"  
><br>She kept following him. "No, mom wouldn't really have cared where you were. She left us, remember? I even remember that." Lindsey sat down on the couch, removing his shoes and socks and the girl, Karen sat down next to him. Her tone changed from scolding to caring. "Come on, Linds. What's going on? You usually tell me everything. You've been... weird lately. Are you okay? What's wrong?"  
><br>Lindsey exhaled. "Nothing. Nothing's wrong. In fact...," he wrapped his arms around her, "... things are about to get a lot righter, real soon."  
><br>She looked up at him. "Something you can share with your dear little sis?"  
><br>He smiled at her. "Not right now. Later. Right now, I'm starving. Are you making anything for lunch?"  
><br>She laughed. "What am I now, your personal chef?"  
><br>"Would you rather eat the food I cook?"  
><br>She looked at him for a minute and got up, walking to the kitchen. "What do you want?"  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey couldn't sleep that night. Not with knowing that he could die tomorrow. He wandered around his apartment and peeked in on Karen, sound alseep. She looked so peaceful, sleeping. Lindsey sat down in the chair across from her bed and watched her, amazed at what a beautiful young lady she had grown up to be.  
><br>How did we get here? he wondered quite frequently. What little he had told Angel about his family barely scratched the surface. There were six, surprising considering how much their mother actually hated their father. Bryan, Alex, Lindsey, Karen, Michelle and William, in that order. Michelle and William, the twins, were one year old when their mother left, and barely two when that flu he had told Angel about took them. It almost took Karen, who was four and a half, too. Thirteen year old Lindsey was beginning to see exactly where his life was headed. His older brothers had been in and out of Juvy more times than he could remember and his father was barely ever home, sober at least. He knew that he had to get out of there. And he made it his mission to leave, and to take Karen with him, give her a better life. He studied hard, got straight A's, got into law school at Hastings. Those two years at Hastings, he worked harder than he ever had in his entire life. On top of a full course load, he was working a job, the graveyard shift, to support the now twelve year old Karen.  
><br>Then came Wolfram and Hart and the "oppurtunity of a lifetime." He knew what he was getting into, but then he thought of what it meant - no worries about supporting Karen, he could take her away from their father and give her the good life that he never had. There was no way he could pass it up. Little did he know that he would have to sell his soul to give his sister a good life.  
><br>But she had had one. Bright, beautiful, good at everything, straight A student, she was going to graduate and go to the University of Southern Claifornia. She had gotten into Harvard, but she didn't want to leave Lindsey, and that was alright with him. She was his life, and he would do anything for her.  
><br>Now, I've got to do this for myself. You're taken care of... I've got to take care of myself. I've got to be able to live with myslef again. And if this works, we'll both be better off...  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Linsdey got up that morning before Karen and by the time she woke up, already hadeggs and pancakes set out for her. She sat down at the table almost suspiciously.  
><br>"Linds, you've never cooked breakfast before. What's going on?"  
><br>He sat down across from her as she looked at the meal in front of her. "I just wanted to do something special for you. You know, I don't know if I've ever told you this before, but I'm so proud of you."  
><br>Karen blushed. "Linds..."  
><br>Lindsey stopped her. "No. Let me finish. I haven't always been the best brother. I could have spent a lot more time with you."  
><br>She smiled. "You work. It takes up a lot of your time. I understand."  
><br>Lindsey almost laughed. "But I promise you... that's all going to change. Soon. But no matter what happens, I want you to know that I'm pround of you, Karen, and I love you. Don't ever doubt that."  
><br>The smile on her face faded. "Are you, okay, Lindsey? Is something wrong? You're talking like you're... What's wrong?"  
><br>He shook his head. "Don't worry about it. Just know that I love you. And I want you to make the most of yourself. Understand?"  
><br>"No, I don't Lindsey. Tell me what's going on."  
><br>"Nothing. Eat your breakfast before it gets cold."  
><br>"Promise me that you're okay. Promise me."  
><br>And Lindsey looked into his sister's eyes and lied to her for the first time in his life.   
><br>"I promise."  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey arrived at the offices of Wolfram and Hart for what would probably be the last time. Either he would walk out of there, a free man... or he would never walk out. One way or another, nothing could make him go back there.  
><br>The plan was detailed, but Lindsey knew every part. He walked up to Howard, the security guard very casually. The security alert announced him before Howard saw him. "Personnel approaching security office."   
><br>Howard looked up. "Hello, Mr. McDonald."   
><br>"Hey, Howard." Linsdey tried to act natural. "You got a minute?"   
><br>"Sure."   
><br>Lindsey looked at the shamain, there to detect vampires. This had better work, he thought as he entered Howard's office.  
><br>"I checked the series 7500 video surveillance system you suggested," Lindsey bs-ed. "Do I really need cellular override and direct digital link to the office? I mean, it seems a little overkill."   
><br>Howard shrugged. "Better safe than sorry."   
><br>Lindsey nodded, looking at his watch. And it should be starting... now. He looked at one of the moniters and saw the friend that Angel had described. The Gunn person would serve as the distraction. And what a distraction he is, Lindsey thought as he watched the scene on the moniter. Kid should go into acting. He'd be the next Will Smith.  
><br>Lindsey looked at his watch again. The shamain squealed and a few moments later Lindsey saw Angel enter and take the security pass that he had left. While Howard was busy getting the vampire in the lobby out, Lindsey quietly changed that channel on the moniter so that Angel could do his work without any unwanted spectators.   
><br>He turned back around. "Well, looks like you got your hands full, so..."   
><br>Howard nodded as Lindsey left the room. It's up to Angel now.  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey walked through the chaos, making his way to the exits. He stepped out of the elevator and was irrated as Lee immediately came to his side. "Hey, what's all the excitement? A vampire in the lobby? Did I hear that right?"   
><br>Lindsey chuckled ironically. "Never a dull moment."   
><br>Lee laughed and walked off. [/i]I certainly am glad I won't have to see you every day, you great walking prick,[/i] Lindsey thought. Come on, Angel. Finish the job. I want to get out of here. Just as he thought this, his cell phone rang. "We're done. Get out. Now."   
><br>Lindsey walked towards the exit, but halted when he saw two security guards blocking the way. He turned to change directions, but there were guards everywhere. He turned another direction and saw a very annoyed Lilah holding her cell phone. "Can you believe this? It's a sweep." She took Lindsey's wrist. "Oh, I'll never make my lunch."   
><br>Lee came up to them as Holland led two woman into his office. Lindsey went pale. Lee looked at them. "What is it?"   
><br>Lindsey swallowed. "Mind readers."   
><br>The associates were herded into Holland's office and lined up against the wall. Lined up for a firing squad, Lindsey thought. The mind readers were getting closer. Okay. Distract. What do I have to do today? I have to pick up those clothes from the dry cleaners... um... make that... uh... doctor's appointment. What else?  
><br>Lindsey say the mind readers turn and talk to Holland and then leave as Holland turned to the lawyers.  
><br>"Well, I have to say, this is a shame. It's just a shame. Whenever I hear of disloyalty it... ah, hurts me. Hurts me personally." Holland made a motion to a security guard who began to position himself behind the lawyers. Holland continued. "But this sort of thing..." Lindsey began to sweat as Holland moved to stand right in front of him. "...must be dealt with quickly and cleanly..." Holland looked into Lindsey's eyes and he knew that he was caught. Lindsey swallowed hard as Holland moved in front of Lee, standing right next to him. "...and unambiguously. - I'm sorry, Lee, I truly am."  
><br>Lindsey didn't hear the rest of the conversation, he was too busy being glad that it wasn't him. All he noticed was the blood that splattered on his shirt and face.  
><br>"Terminating an employee is never pleasant," Holland observed. "That's all." Lindsey exhaled deeply as he began to walk to the door. Holland's voice stopped him. "Oh, Lindsey - why don't you hang on for a minute?"  
><br>Shit! Lindsey thought. How could I think that I would actually get away with this? I should have taken my chances with the security guards and made a run for it when I had the chance. Lindsey stood in the room as the security guards removed Lee's body. Holland looked at the stain on the carpet and made a 'tsk' sound. "What a pity. You can't get that out of the carpet. Believe me, we've tried."  
><br>Holland walked around to his desk and sat down. "Are you afraid?" Lindsey found that he could do nothing but nod. "Well, that's understandable. You betrayed this firm by allaying yourself with someone who... has given us a great deal of grief. You've stolen important documents form our vault. Tried to sabotaged an extremely important case. And in the course of this egregious behavior... you lied to us. More importantly, to me. Did I leave anything out?"  
><br>Lindsey swallowed hard. I knew it."No, sir."  
><br>Holland almost laughed. "Did you actually believe I wouldn't learn everything?"   
><br>It didn't matter. I needed to save my own soul. But the only words he could find were stammered out. "I..."   
><br>Holland interrupted him. "Lindsey, this is a delicate moment. I nod to Phil behind me... and he's gonna put a bullet in your head."   
><br>Please, God, no. "I... I didn't want to lie to you. I didn't... want to betray you. I just... wanted out."  
><br>Holland considered this for a moment. "Hmm. Well, then you're in a crisis, son - crisis of faith." Holland paused. "Do you believe in love? I'm not speaking romantically. I'm talking about that sharp, clear sense of self a man gains - once he's truly found his place in the world. It's no mean feat, since most men are cowards and just move with the crowd. Very few make their own destinies. They have the courage of their convictions, and they know how to behave in a crisis."  
><br>"Like now?" Lindsey asked. They're going to kill me anyway.  
><br>Holland nodded. "Like now. You have everything it takes to go all the way here - drive, ambition, excellence - but you don't know where you belong. And until you do... I guess we both have some important questions to answer. Now, my first one is do I nod to my friend behind me? No, I don't." Lindsey exhaled visibly. "Because I know you, and I know a little something about character. I think what you actually need is a few days off to think about it. And I'm sure once you have... you're gonna do the right thing."  
><br>Lindsey couldn't believe what he just heard. "I can... I can go?"   
><br>Holland nodded, "You can go." Lindsey slowly got up, cautious as Holland continued. "Lindsey... I believe in you. Look deep enough inside yourself - you'll find that love."   
><br>Lindsey nodded as he left. I already have found that love, Holland. It's my sister. I'm stopping this job and getting her and me out of here. That's what you call character.  
><br>Holland watched Lindsey leave and nodded to Phil, who came over. "He's going to leave the firm. Make sure he thinks twice about it."  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>"As they mature, so does their power." Wesley was discussing the children as Lindsey walked in.  
><br>"Which makes them a real threat to Wolfram and Hart. Sorry I'm late. I hope I didn't worry anyone."   
><br>The woman, Cordelia shrugged. "We just figured you were dead."   
><br>Angel looked at him, attempting to size him up yet again. "So you made it out okay?"   
><br>He stilll doesn't trust me. "Yeah, but it's only a matter of time before they find out which files have gone missing. We have to move fast. When are the children getting into the country?"   
><br>Wesley answered. "According to this, they arrived this morning. They're being kept at a safe house with a guardian until their mentor arrives. He's coming in from the East tonight."   
><br>Angel shook his head. "Not safe. There is an address. I want you two to intercept this mentor guy. Keep him away from that house. We'll bring the kids to him."   
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Lindsey went with Angel to keep Vanessa from the children. Angel was gracious enough to give him the disks. "In case you need them... to keep you safe," he had explained. Lindsey went home to copy the disks, and found a note from Karen on the fridge. "Emergency review session. At Annie's." Lindsey looked at his watch, figuring he had a while before Karen would be home. He got on the computer and started looking through the disks. What he found was something that would change his life back to the way it would always be. On the files, he saw that Wolfram and Hart controlled everything, every single aspect about the lives of their lawyers, including their families. They had connections to everything... including Karen's college. Lindsey began to worry about what they would do to her if he left for good. He needed to talk to Holland.  
><br>He got in his car and went back to the place he never thought he'd go again.   
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
><br>Holland was putting his stuff into boxes as Lindsey entered the room. "Holland."  
><br>Holland looked at him. "Hello, Lindsey."   
><br>Lindsey walked into the office. "I'm sorry. I did what I had to."   
><br>"You saved the children. That's very noble."  
><br>Lindsey placed the disks on the table. "I brought the disks back."   
><br>Holland chuckled. "Of course you made copies."   
><br>"A few things. Just enough to keep me safe."   
><br>Holland considered this. "What does safe mean to you?"   
><br>Lindsey shrugged. "Not being at war with Wolfram and Hart - having my own life."   
><br>Holland shook his head. "Lindsey, haven't you learned anything? No one has their own life. We're all part of something larger."   
><br>Lindsey nodded. "Like Wolfram and Hart."   
><br>Holland looked at Lindsey with almost a father's scorn. "I handpicked you when you were a sophomore at Hastings - not because you were smart - not because you were a poor kid who had to do better than anyone else - but because you had potential... potential for seeing things as they are. It's not about good or evil - it's about who wields the most power. And we wield a lot of it here, and you know what? I think the world is better for it."   
><br>Lindsey shook it off. "Look, I didn't come back..."   
><br>"Why did you come back? To return some disks? Take a moral stand? I don't think so. You walked in that door and called me by my first name. You never did that before. You wouldn't have had the nerve. But you're different now. You stood up to us and won. Do you know how many people have that much nerve? I can count them on one hand. I need people like that working for us."   
><br>Lindsey didn't understand. "You're offering me my job back?"  
><br>Holland stood. "Oh, no. I'm offering you a new job. A permanent one, with a thundering raise and ungodly benefits. In fact, I'm offering you this very office. I'm going upstairs. What I'm offering you, Lindsey, is the world. Now I know you pretty well, and I'm betting that you're gonna take it."   
><br>Holland walked past Lindsey. Lindsey informed him as he passed, "You may not know me as well as you think you do."   
><br>Holland stopped at the door. "As I've been trying to tell you, that's a decision that each person has to make for himself. If you want it it's yours. If you don't - walk out this door. I'm going upstairs now."   
><br>Holland left,leaving Lindsey to his own thoughts. Lindsey got up and walked to the door, but he couldn't bring himself to leave. Karen's going to be paying off her loans for years after she leaves college. She's worked so hard for so long. I could really take care of her now. For good. No worries about anything.  
><br>Lindsey closed the doors and walked to the desk... to his desk. He picked up the phone, and placed it back on the hanger. It's for Karen. Only for Karen.  
><br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
><br>THE END.  
><br>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
> <p><p>


	2. To Sell A Soul In LA

TITLE: To Sell a Soul in L.A.  
>A continuation of the events in "A Lawyer's Soul"<br>SETTING: Before and during the events of "To Shanshu in L.A."  
>SUMMARY: Lindsey rethinks his decision to stay with Wolfram and Hart, but finds it may be harder to leave than he thought.<br>  
>DISCLAIMER: These characters are not mine. I wish they were, then I would be rich and not poor like I am. However they are not and I am not, so there you go.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>*There's something different. There's something going on,* Karen thought as she watched her brother leave for work. Ever since that morning he had cooked breakfast for her. <br>  
>It sounded stupid, even to herself, but there was something wrong. Something that he wouldn't even tell her about. Even before that morning he had seemed a little different... distant. She didn't know how to describe it. All she knew was that he had said some strange things to her at breakfast and when he came home, *very* late that night, he just wasn't the same. He wasn't the smiling, laughing, fun Lindsey she had known as long as she had been alive. He was different. His work, that was what she could blame it on. It had always gotten to him on occassion, making him quiet, pensive, moody when he would come home from working on a "bad case." He would never tell her exactly what any of his cases were about. She had asked once, and been provided a stern "You don't need to know, and you don't want to know, so just trust me and leave it alone!" in response. It was one of few times Lindsey had ever yelled at her. So, she dropped the subject and never brought it up again. <br>  
>But those days, when he came home tired, worn out, emotionally exhausted from work... those were days she wanted to know. Wanted to know why he stayed there if it made him so miserable sometimes. Now, it seemed that every day was one of those days. She hadn't had a real *talk* with him in what seemed like ages... ever since he got that damn promotion.<br>  
>Karen cleaned up the breakfast dishes and put them in the sink as she left for school. *Sometimes, I worry about you, brother. Sometimes, I really do.*<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Lindsey had to be at work early that morning. He, Holland and Lilah were greeting some of their new clients. Lindsey really didn't know anything about their case yet, but the Senior Partners had put all three of them on it... which meant it was something they didn't want to see go wrong. Unfortunately, something had already gone wrong.<br>  
>"You lost the scroll of Aberjian?" the client, Vocah, questioned loudly.<br>  
>Holland looked at Lindsey out of the corner of his eye. "The scroll was... stolen from our vault." <br>  
>Vocah was outraged. "The raising can not be performed without the scroll." <br>  
>Lilah stepped forward, trying to calm the demon down. "We understand..." <br>  
>Lindsey had to do something and stepped forward. "It was my mistake. I'll rectify it." <br>  
>Vocah looked at Lindsey with a look that somehow conveyed contempt and disgust, all without any discernable facial features. "You will do nothing. I will retrieve the scroll myself. Who stole it?" <br>  
>Holland answered almost quietly. "Angel."<br>  
>This outraged Vocah even more. "Angel! I am summoned for the raising - the very thing that was to bring this creature down to us -tear him from the Powers That Be - and he - has the scroll." <br>  
>*'Bring this creature down?'* Lindsey thought. *What...?*<br>  
>The corner of Lilah's mouth allowed her a smile. "We're not unaware of the irony." <br>  
>Vocah turned his gaze to her. : "He is in the possession of the scroll. His connection to the Powers That Be is complete." <br>  
>She shook her head. "He hasn't had time to make a full study of the text." <br>  
>Vocah turned away. "No, and he won't. All avenues to the Powers shall be cut off from him and the scroll returned to us." <br>  
>Lindsey hesitated before stepping forward. "What can we do to help?"<br>  
>Vocah stopped, but did not turn back. "You can leave it to me." He and the other two demons with him exited, leaving Lilah, Holland and Lindsey alone in the room. <br>  
>Holland spoke first. "Well - end of discussion?" <br>  
>Lilah turned to leave. "I'd imagine so. He took it quite well, I thought."<br>  
>Holland followed and Lindsey brought up the rear as the lawyers headed for the elevator. "Yes," Holland agreed. "I'm glad his kind have the kind of superiority complex that keeps them from smiting us and just lets them look down upon us."<br>  
>The three made it to the elevator and Lilah looked at the other two. "Well, I'm going downstairs for lunch, either of you joining me?"<br>  
>"I'll pass, too much work to do," Holland replied.<br>  
>"Lindsey?"<br>  
>Lindsey looked up, shook out of his deep thoughts. "Uh, no. Some other time."<br>  
>Lilah shrugged. "All right." She got into one elevator while Lindsey and Holland got into the elevator headed for the upstairs offices. <br>  
>Once in the elevator, Lindsey saw his chance to find out what was going on. "So, Holland, what exactly *is* this case? I'm pretty shady on the details."<br>  
>"Vocah there is here to... get rid of our little Angel problem. Really, it has nothing to do with us. Vocah has a grudge against the Powers That Be and they really like this Angel guy, so that's what it's all about. We're just using it to our advantage and helping him dispose of the Do-boy for the Powers. "<br>  
>Lindsey nodded. "That's what the scrolls were for?"<br>  
>"Among other things. And now, Vocah is going to get the scroll back and soon, Angel will no longer be a problem for Wolfram and Hart. Oh. Here's my floor."<br>  
>Holland exited the elevator, leaving Lindsey not knowing what to think. They were going to *destroy* Angel. He should feel happy about this, the vampire *was* Wolfram and Hart's enemy, after all. But he was also the person who had tried to help him... despite all his reservations.<br>  
>Lindsey went to his new office and sat, thinking.<br>  
>At nine o'clock, when he left for the night, he knew what he had to do.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Holland watched Lindsey leave the office that night and had an ill feeling. He walked to the phone on his desk and pressed a number on the speed-dial.<br>  
>"Yes. It's Holland. I want a tail tonight on Lindsey MacDonald. He's leaving the parking lot right now. He should be taking the 101 to get home. Notify me if he goes anywhere off the path."<br>  
>Holland went back to the window and saw Lindsey's company car turn left instead of right. Instead of the way home. He knew where Lindsey was headed... and he knew exactly what to do.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Karen MacDonald looked at the clock on her television set. Ten twenty-five, it read. She slipped her shoes off and curled up under the comforter she had pulled onto the couch. *He should be home by now. This really isn't like him.* <br>  
>She turned the television on and tried to take her mind off of it.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Karen was awakened by a loud banging on the door. She looked at the clock and saw that it noe read eleven o-six. *Who would be coming over at this time of night?* She took a quick peek into Lindsey bedroom to see if maybe he had came in while she was sleeping, but he wasn't there. "Maybe he just lost his key," she theorized aloud.<br>  
>She walked to the door and looked through the peephole, expecting to see her brother. Instead she saw two men standing there. She opened the door cautiously.<br>  
>One of the men immediately spoke as soon as the door opened. "Are you Karen MacDonald, ma'am?"<br>  
>She opened the door a little more. "Yes," she replied, not knowing what to make of this.<br>  
>"And Lindsey MacDonald is your brother?" the same man asked.<br>  
>Karen was taken aback. "Well, yes..."<br>  
>The second man finally spoke. "We need you to come with us, ma'am."<br>  
>Karen took a step back. "Why? What's going on?" Immediately, her mind filled with worst-case scenarios. "Is Lindsey hurt? Is he okay?"<br>  
>The first man flashed an ID badge. "We're with Wolfram and Hart. There's been... an accident."<br>  
>She could feel all the color drain out of her face and her heart sink as her breath stopped. One hand reached out to the door frame for support. She stammered out a question. "Wha -- an accident? What... what kind of accident?"<br>  
>The men looked at each other before the second answered. "It's best if you just come with us, ma'am."<br>  
>Karen nodded dumbly. "Yeah sure. Let me get my shoes." She turned around to slip her sandals on, thinking only the worst. She followed the two men out to the driveway. "So, where is he? Or should I just follow you?"<br>  
>The first man walked over and led her to the limo parked in the lot. "No, actually. You don't have to worry about that. We have a ride ready for you."<br>  
>"O-- uh, yeah." she replied as one of the men held the door out for her. She got in the back and they both entered in the front.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Lindsey passed street after street. He knew that what he was doing was in effect risking his life, but it was just something he had to do. This had gone to far - he had gotten in too deep. As he pulled onto a side street, he saw two black cadillacs - the company car - following him in the rear view mirror.<br>  
>"Shit!" Lindsey cursed as he saw the cars.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Karen had been sitting in the back of the cadillac for a good five minutes without a word from the people from Wolfram and Hart. She leaned up to the small separating window.<br>  
>"Um, please. Can you tell me what's happened? What kind of accident was it? Is he hurt? Badly?"<br>  
>The first man, now sitting in the driver's seat chuckled. "Well, you're quite the curious cat, aren't you?"<br>  
>Karen was almost shocked. *Why's he laughing?* "I -- I just want to know what's happened to my brother."<br>  
>The second man, from the passenger's side turned around to face her. "Nothing... yet. And you're here to make sure it stays that way."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Lindsey turned down another street, trying to lose the cars that were relentlessly following him. Not paying attention to where he was going, he turned into a dead end alley and was suddenly surrounded by the two cars. Lindsey got out of his car and stood behind it.<br>  
>"What are you doing, man! I need to get out of here! Move your car, now!" He started to pound on one of the car hoods as a third car pulled up. The car stopped and Holland stepped out of the back. Lindsey stopped pounding on the car and stook back. "Let me go, Holland," he demanded in a harsh whisper.<br>  
>Holland stepped toward his associate. "Go where? To tell your friend, the vampire, about the nice little surprise we have for him?" Holland shook his head. "I don't think so."<br>  
>People emerged from the other cars. *Oh my god,* Lindsey thought. *They're going to kill me. They're actually going to do it.* He thought about Karen and began to worry for his life. "What if I promise you - I won't talk to him. Just let me go."<br>  
>"i'm sorry, Lindsey," Holland shook his head as he walked toward the young man. "You had a choice. You were free to come or go, no strings attached. It was the deal of a lifetime. Not often offered to people who know as much as you do. But *you* gave it up, Lindsey. You took the office, and the title... and the money. You truely sold your soul this time, Lindsey. And there's no return on it."<br>  
>Lindsey paused. He knew that what Holland was saying was true. He could have left, but he let himself get swayed by the money. He took a deep breath and looked straight at Holland. "You can't keep me there. You can't keep me."<br>  
>Holland smiled. "Actually, we can." Holland pulled a cell phone out and placed one arm around Lindsey's shoulders and led him to one of the cars. "Do you remember the first rule of negotiations, Lindsey?"<br>  
>Lindsey looked at Holland. "Always have a bargaining chip the other party can't refuse," he stated almost robotically. Holland smiled and nodded as he began to dial a number. Lindsey paled. "What do you mean, Holland?" <br>  
>Holland held up a finger as he waited for an answer. "Uh-huh. Gary? Yeah. Put her on." Holland took the phone and handed it over to Lindsey. "Here."<br>  
>Lindsey cautiously took the phone and held it up to his ear. "Hello?"<br>  
>A voice came over the phone. "Lindsey?" He felt like the breath had been knocked out of him. "Lindsey, is that you? Are you okay?"<br>  
>"Karen?" he croaked out. He couldn't believe it. He could never have imagined that they could have sunk so low.<br>  
>Karen exhaled deeply over the phone. "I'm sorry, Lindsey. They told me you were hurt. I ---."<br>  
>Lindsey cut her off. "Karen, where are you?"<br>  
>He heard her start to answer before the phone was taken away from her and a male voice came over. "She's with us, that's all you need to know. And she'll stay with us until we hear word from Mr. Holland."<br>  
>The phone clicked and Lindsey took a deep breath and hung up as Holland put his arm back around Lindsey's shoulder. "Now, if you'll come with me..."<br>  
>Lindsey pulled away and threw the phone at Holland. "You asshole!" he screamed. "You just couldn't leave her out of it, *could* you?!" Lindsey shoved Holland backwards and two of the people from another car started to charge, but Lindsey held up a hand as he regained his posture. <br>  
>"You're too valuable of an asset to lose, Lindsey. Think of this... as a compliment."<br>  
>Lindsey snorted. "Then insult me you bastard."<br>  
>Holland smiled. "Now, if you'll come with me... we can get this all sorted out."<br>  
>Lindsey hesitated as Holland opened the back door, but then thought about his sister. He had to go along with what they wanted. At least until he got his sister back.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Gary, the second man, sitting in the passenger's seat, hung up the cell phone and put it back into the charger. Karen was completely confused now. "What do you people want?" she questioned through the window. "Why are you doing this? Don't kidnappers usually go for heiresses or people like that? You know, my brother really *does* work for Wolfram and Hart and they're going to nail your asses to the *wall* for this!"<br>  
>After a pause, both men in the front seat began laughing. Gary turned around to the window. "Do you have any idea what your brother *really* does for a living? What class of... clientiele... he represents?"<br>  
>Karen sat back. "We... don't talk about his work."<br>  
>The driver chuckled. "Smart boy."<br>  
>Gary followed his laugh. "You see, Lindsey is in a branch of Wolfram and Hart that services... unique... cases. Cases out of the realm of normal cases. And he knows a bit too much about the law firm. If he decided to leave, which we have cause to believe he is seriously thinking about, and go public with his information, it could prove extremely... detrimental to the firm."<br>  
>"Why can't you just leave him alone? He won't tell anyone about your stupid firm."<br>  
>"but we need to make sure that he has a reason not to. Give him something to stay loyal for. Namely... you."<br>  
>Karen sat back. She didn't know what was going on there, but all she knew was that she wanted to see her brother. She had to know whether what they were saying was true or not. She just had to know.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Lindsey sat in the back of the company car with Holland. He looked around and saw a small television hooked up. "What's that for?" he asked Holland.<br>  
>Holland looked at the television and smiled. "Some... entertainment, I guess you could say."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Karen, sitting in the back of the car, noticed that finally the two men had stopped paying attention to her. She looked out the windows, seeing where she was. *If I... if I can get out of the car. Jump out. Something.* She had no idea where she was but figured it was her best option. Slowly, carefully, she reached for the door handle and pulled it, but found that the doors were locked. She began pulling on it harder and one of the men from the front spoke up without even looking back.<br>  
>"You don't think we're that stupid, do you?"<br>  
>Karen sat up. "No, I think you're money-grubbing bastards who would sell your soul to the highest bidder given half a chance!"<br>  
>Gary turned around to her. "Hey, hey, take it easy," he leaned into the window and looked directly at her. "Your dear brother is one of us 'money-grubbing bastards.'"<br>  
>Karen screamed and went in for a punch right as the plastic window closed. She let out a slight scream of pain as Gary took the cell phone out of the charger.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Holland's cell phone rang and Lindsey watched as he answered it. <br>  
>"Yes? Perfect. I think that's just the kind of entertainment we need. Do it." <br>  
>Holland hung up the phone and turned on the television set. <br>  
>"Trust me, Lindsey, you're gonna love this."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Karen couldn't take it anymore. She didn't care what would happen, she *had* to get out. She tried the doors again, she tried the windows, she tried pulling the windows down with her hands. Nothing was happening.<br>  
>Gary, in the front, hung up the cell phone, replaced it in the charger and pressed a button on the control panel.<br>  
>In the back, Karen heard something latch shut. She tried opening the dividing window again, but found that it wouldn't budge. *What's going on?* she thought. *I've got a bad feeling about this.*<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Holland turned the television on and Lindsey held his breath as he saw Karen in the back of another car just like this one. She was pulling on the door handle, window handles. *She must be scared out of her mind,* Lindsey thought. *I can't stand to see her like that.*<br>  
>As Karen stopped moving, Holland chuckled. "Gives a new meaning to must-see tv, eh?"<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ <br>  
>Suddenly Karen heard a quiet, hissing sound and stopped. She looked around and saw a strange yellow haxe coming from underneath the seat. <br>  
>"Oh, my god." Karen frantically clawed at the divider window. *Whatever that stuff is, I'm going to take these guys with me.* However, the divider would not move one inch. The cabin started filling up with the smoke and Karen got a whiff of it. She began coughing and started to worry even more. <br>  
>"Oh, my god. Help me! Some one!!!"<br>  
>She clawed at the windows and doors and began kicking at them, trying to get them to open, but it was almost as if they were welded shut. The smoke was starting to fill up the cabin and Karen could tell that whatever it was it was not good. She pounded and kicked and clawed even more frantically as she began to cry out in a sobbing voice.<br>  
>"Please! Help me! Someone!! Please! Oh, my god. Lindsey! Lindsey help me, please! Lindsey, make them stop! Please!"<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>Lindsey sat, motionless until he saw the smoke start to some in and his sister start to kick the windows. He reached out to the television set. "Karen..."<br>  
>Holland chuckled. "You can't *do* anything for her. They can't stop that gas now."<br>  
>Lindsey didn't even reply. He couldn't do anything but watch, helpless, as his sister screamed in fright. The little girl he had taken care of for 18 years. The little girl who ran to him with every bumb and bruise and scrape, looking to him to make it better. And he had. For 18 years. As long as he could, he kept every harm imaginable from coming to her. He was her sheild... and now he sat, completely helpless for the first time in her life.<br>  
>And then... she began calling out for him... and Lindsey began to cry. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't make himself turn away. He watched as she kicked more and sobbed and finally, as the smoke began to overcome her and she lay still.<br>  
>A moment passed before Holland turned the television off and Lindsey turned to him, asking in a deep growl, "What did you bastards *do* to her? If you think you can kill her and get away with it, you're wrong."<br>  
>Holland smirked and leaned back. "You've seen what we do - we can get away with *anything*." Lindsey had to admit that he had a point there. "Besides," Holland continued. "Who are you going to tell - Angel? By now he knows that you made junior partner. He won't help you again." The was a still silence in the cabin before Holland continued again. "Relax. She's not going to die. How would *that* persuade you to stay?"<br>  
>Lindsey looked up at Holland. "Then what the hell are you doing to her?"<br>  
>Holland smiled. "Uh-uh-uh. If I told you, it would ruin the surprise."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>The car pulled up to the back parking lot of Wolfram and Hart about twenty minutes later. Holland stepped out and held the door for Lindsey. <br>  
>"This way. Your sister should have already have arrived."<br>  
>The walked to the back entrance where Holland slid a card through the lock and the door opened. Lindsey stepped in, followed by Holland, and the bodyguards, and looked around. This was some place he'd never been before. "Where is this?" he asked.<br>  
>Holland chuckled. "Just wait, my boy. This building hides many secrets."<br>  
>They turned a corner and stopped at an elevator. Holland slid the card again and the elevator doors opened, allowing them all to board. <br>  
>According to this elevator, Lindsey noticed, the floor they were on was the top floor. *But that can't be right. This is the basement. We came in from the ground floor.* Holland pressed the button for the fifth floor down and the elevator began to move.<br>  
>"I never knew this was here," Lindsey said, almost to himself.<br>  
>"As I said... 'many secrets.' Ah, here's our stop."<br>  
>The elevator doors opened and Lindsey almost gasped in awe of what was down here. It seemed like something out of a science fiction movie. A... a labroratory almost.<br>  
>Holland stepped out. "Follow me."<br>  
>Lindsey walked with him, wondering what his sister was doing in this place... whatever it was. Holland talked as they walked. "This is the underbelly of Wolfram and Hart... the bread and butter, should you say. Only 10 people in the entire firm know about what goes on down here... and you will soon make eleven, Lindsey. You see, Wolfram and Hart is a *full-service* law firm in the world of demons. And we take full-service, very seriously. Whatever a client of ours needs, we can and will provide. From defenses to... offenses, we have it all. And what we don't have, we find."<br>  
>"What does this have to do with my sister?" Lindsey said through clenched teeth.<br>  
>Holland smiled. "You really should consider yourself lucky. Your sister is now a very special person."<br>  
>Lindsey stopped. "Okay, enough of this damn tour. I'm not going any further unless you're taking me directly to her."<br>  
>Holland sighed. "Such impatience. Right this way."<br>  
>They walk to a room, slightly further from where they had stopped and Holland slid the card again. Lindsey stepped in cautiously and saw his sister, huddled on the floor, behind a glass window. "Karen!" he said in a voice mixed with relief and worry and ran to the glass.<br>  
>Holland stepped in the room and the door closed. He sat down in the chairs behind Lindsey, as Lindsey watched his sister.<br>  
>She didn't look well. She was breathing hard and her face was contorted into a look of extreme pain. Suddenly, she cried out an agonizing cry and writhed along the floor. Lindsey turned around and grabbed Holland by the collar, lifting him out of the chair. "What are you doing to her?!" he screamed fiercely.<br>  
>The two guards stepped forward, but Holland waved them away. "If he really wants to know how to help his sister, he'll be a good boy and sit down. Won't you, Lindsey?"<br>  
>Holland looked at him and Lindsey realized that it was true. He let go of Holland and sat down in the chair next to him.<br>  
>"That's better," Holland said, readjusting his shirt. "I trust there won't be any more outbursts like that?" Lindsey was silent as he watched his sister. "I'll take that as a no," Holland concluded.<br>  
>"Just tell me what you did." Lindsey asked through clenced teeth.<br>  
>Holland took a breath before beginning. "For a while now, Wolfram and Hart have been working on the ultimate weapon. Beyond any kind of biological warfare. If what we have was released to certain parties... mass chaos would unfurl. Which is exactly what some demons want... for a very tidy sum. None high enough for us to actually *sell* it yet, especially since it's still in the testing stages, but plenty for us to develop it."<br>  
>Lindsey's stomach twisted in fear as he listen to Holland and saw his sister writhing in pain. "What does it do?" he asked in a hoarse whisper.<br>  
>"It's a highly concentrated mixture of various demon secretions. Kind of like a virus. When injected or introduced into the air stream, the person infected begins to exhibit... symptoms of the various types of demons included in the mix."<br>  
>Lindsey swallowed hard and looked closely at his sister. Her skin was taking a purple-ish tint. *Ohmigod,* he thought. *It can't be...* <br>  
>"And what happens then?" Lindsey asked, knowing and dreding the answer.<br>  
>"Well, for the early test subjects... death. The pain was too great for their bodies to handle and most died barely halfway into the transformation. Then we learned to include a painkiller into the mix. It stills hurts like a bitch for them, as you can tell, but at least now they survive."<br>  
>"Survive for what?" Lindsey growled.<br>  
>"For the complete transformation. By, oh, an hour's time, your sister will be a complete demon. Don't know what kind. It's always just a mixed bag. She might be a whole Vahrall or bits and pieces of five different other breeds, you never know."<br>  
>Lindsey stood up and walked to the glass again. "And how does this make me stay?"<br>  
>"Your sister is a demon now... but she doesn't have to stay one." Lindsey turned to face Holland. "We do have a way of... curing it, for lack of a better word."<br>  
>"So what, you cure it and then you expect me to stay out of the goodness of my heart? There's gotta be a catch."<br>  
>Holland smiled and chuckled. "I always knew you were a smart boy. We'll give you the cure, but in a diluted form. It will retain her back to normal, human capacity... only for a short time. We are prepared to offer you five doses at a time. That should be enough to last a week, but these things are all still experimental, so, who really knows?"<br>  
>Lindsey turned away and looked at his sister. Her eyes had blackened over and the purple tint her skin had taken had darkened. "And what do I have to do in exchange?"<br>  
>"Other than staying with the lawfirm and fufilling every case with the same vigor and dilligence you did before you had your little mid-life crisis... you have to make sure that the deal tonight goes through without a hitch. There's too much riding on it for anyone to interfere. If anything goes wrong tonight, we release you sister, in demon form, out into the streets. And maybe tip off the vampire to a reckless demon in the area."<br>  
>He took one look at his sister and knew what he had to do. He turned around to Holland. "Deal. But if there's one thing I've learned here, it's to get it in writing. I want a contract."<br>  
>Holland smiled. "That's my boy." He placed an arm around Lindsey and walked him out. "We've already got one drwn up. We'll go up to my office, sign it, chat a bit about the importance of tonight's deal... and then head there."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>The Wolfram and Hart Lawyers entered the crypt where the ritual was being performed and Lindsey watched impatiently.<br>  
>"Five are without soul." <br>  
>"Yet they live." <br>  
>Holland leaned to Lilah and whispered to her. "They haven't even gotten to the Latin yet." <br>  
>"Five are without sun." <br>  
>Lindsey kept looking around, nervous. *Please don't know about this, Angel. I need this to happen. I don't need you interupting,* he thought, waiting to get back to his sister...and get her back to normal.<br>  
>"Yet they live." <br>  
>Suddenly, Vocah looked up, laying the scroll down on top of the crate. He walked to face some steps leading down into the crypt. Lindsey got an uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach.<br>  
>"What is it?" Lilah asked Holland.<br>  
>Unsure, Holland answered. "I don't know." <br>  
>Vocah reached into his cape and produceed a large, sharp scythe. A moment later, Angel burst through the door at the top of the stairs. Lindsey watched as they began to fight. He wanted to root for Angel, knowning what this ritual would mean in the long run, but he needed this to go through.<br>  
>Holland looked to him "Lindsey?" <br>  
>Lindsey watched the fight between Vocah and Angel for a moment longer. This was it. He had to make a choice. He hesitated, then steped forward into the circle and picked up the scroll. <br>  
>Lindsey took the scroll and began reading, finishing the ritual "Five are dead." He looked to the monks, who were not responding as they had to Vocah. "Say it!" he demanded.<br>   
>After a moment, they recited. "Yet they live." <br>  
>Lindsey looked at the scroll and took a breath before reciting the latin. "Et illi quinque sacrificum est et illi que est mortuus vivet." <br>  
>As Lindsey continued, Holland turned to Lilah. "Get the movers in here." <br>  
>She nodded. "Yes, sir." <br>  
>Lindsey continued. "Dum vita et mors non duas res sed unas sunt. In tenebris lux est, in luge tenebrae sunt. Serge! Serge! Serge! Serge! Serge! Serge!"<br>  
>The five vampires surrounding the box turned to dust one by one as the earth shakes and a whirlwind began to spin around the box. The whirlwind sucked the vampire dust into the box, then a ring of light explodeed outward throwing Lindsey against the wall. He landed in an unconscious heap on the floor. Angel and Vocah continued fighting on as if nothing had happened while the movers rush in. <br>  
>Holland pointed to the box "Get it out of here." <br>  
>The movers pushed the box out as Holland threw a quick glance at the unmoving Lindsey. He took one look, and then followed the movers out, leaving Lindsey there to contend with Angel.<br>  
>As Linsdey slowly came to, he realized that Angel and Vocah were still fighting... and he himself still had to scroll. Angel did away with Vocah as he grabbed a hold of post topped by a cross and brandished it in Angel's direction. Angel slowly walked towards him, bloody scythe held loosely in his right hand. <br>  
>"Lindsey, give me the scroll." <br>  
>Lindsey shook his head. "That's not gonna happen. It belongs to us." <br>  
>Angel looked at Lindsey with disgust. "Us. You put your faith in Wolfram and Hart." <br>  
>*Faith,* Lindsey thought. *Odd word to choose.* "You said I had to make a choice." <br>  
>"And you did." <br>  
>*And I did, that's right.* "Yeah. I had a crisis - and I want to thank you for your help with that - but I see things more clearly now." <br>  
>"You don't see anything. You don't know what faith is." <br>  
>*I think it's you who doesn't know Angel. My sister embodies faith, itself. Always has. Faith that I could protect her, give her a better life. And what did I do? I riuned her.* Lindsey thought all this, but knew he couldn't tell Angel. Knew he could never understand. He held up the scroll: "I see that what happened here tonight was foretold - that doesn't bode well for you. - I see that you are either the one with the power - or you're powerless." <br>  
>Angel looked him square in the face. "Uh-huh. You see what I'm gonna do to you if you don't give me that scroll?" <br>  
>Lindsey continued. "You need the words of Anatole to cure your friend. She is your connection to the Powers That Be. And since it's foretold that we sever all your connections," Lindsey took the scroll in one hand and held it into the flames burning in the urn beside him. "Well..." <br>  
>Lindsey was about to drop it into the urn, to let it burn as Angel threw Vocah's scythe, cutting off Lindsey's hand at the wrist. He dropped the cross and screamed as he crumpled to the ground. Cradling his bleeding stump against his chest, he scowled as Angel retrieved the scroll from the floor beside him. <br>  
>Angel walked away and muttered, "Don't believe everything you're foretold," as Lindsey tried to suppress his screams.<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>When he managed to, Lindsey crawled out of the crypt to find a Wolfram and Hart limo waiting to take him back to the offices. Holland met him at the door and took him to another floor of the sub-basement area of the offices where he was taken care of in the infirmary. As soon as he was finished, he demanded to be taken to his sister.<br>  
>When they got to her, she had completely transformed. Lindsey couldn't look; he didn't want to see his sister like that. Two armored men went in and gave her a shot.<br>  
>"She should be back to normal in a few hours." Holland informed him. "Then we will give you the five doses, as specified in the contract, and you can take her home."<br>  
>"Great." Lindsey answered sarcastically.<br>  
>Holland paused. "We really are sorry that all this had to happen, Lindsey, but you understand, we have to protect the interests of Wolfram and Hart."<br>  
>Lindsey avoided his gaze. "Yeah... I know."<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>When Lindsey arrived home with Karen that night, she was still sleeping. He carried her into her room, and placed her under her covers. He sat next to her bed, watching her, thinking, for a long time. *You look so calm, right now. Calm and peaceful. And just like when you were a kid, and you would fall asleep in front of the fire and I would carry you to our room and tuck you in. All I wanted to do was give you a good life, Karen. I didn't want you to end up like the girls we grew up with. I just wanted to make a nice life for you. Protect you. Keep you safe. That's what a big brother is supposed to do. And look what I did. I made you a freak. You'll never be able to live a normal live now. And all because of me. All because I didn't leave when I had the chance. I'm going to make it up to you, Karen, I swear. I will find a way. If it kills me, I will find a way...*<br>  
>~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~<br>  
>THE END.<br>  
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